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"Yes."

Miss Considine sat silent for a moment,
fingering a heavy amber chain.

" I saw a pair of pale red shoes at Pouncett's
that might be even better for you than those
grey ones. Let's go."

They sat in the big grey car. It purred
up Sloane Street. Miss Considine put her
hand on Felicia's arm and felt the texture of
her coat.

" This is new, isn't it ? "
" My mother paid.    I had more or less
ordered it.    So I took her there yesterday
and coaxed her."

"It's lovely stuff." As Miss Considine
caressed it, she seemed once more to float
away.

Felicia wanted her to say something about
Bettington. At that moment she could
have resigned it all into her hands. But to
resign all meant to tell all, and that was
impossible. She waited in silence, a little
envious of the soft grey car. Perhaps, if she
had all the luxuries, she would not be worried
like this; perhaps, if one lived like Miss
Considine, it was easier to keep decisions
away, decisions and desires.

" Have you never been in love, Jiimny ? "_